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To the READER. 


T is now long ſince the following Poems were. 
* publiſhed as detached Pieces, and being frequently 


ſought after as ſuch, the Publiſher has been induced 


to Print them in their preſent form. On their re- 


fpective merits, Dr. Jon xsox, in his Biographical 


Prefaces, ſpeaking of Mr. Porz, obſerves, © The 
* defign of Windſor Foreſt is evidently derived 


* from Cooper's Hill, with ſome attention to 


„% WalLER's Poem on The Park; but PoE cannot 


« be denied to excel his maſters in variety and ele- 
*« gance, and the art of interchanging deſcription, 


© narrative, and morality, The objection made by 
i DenN1s is the want of plan, of a regular ſubor- 


„ dination of parts terminating in the principal and 


„original deſign, There is this want in moſt de- 


6 ſcriptive Poems, becauſe the ſcenes, which they 
* muſt exhibit ſucceſſively, are alt ſubſiſting at the 
s ſame time, and therefore the order in which they 


« are ſhewn muſt by neceſſity be arbitrary, and more 


is not to be expected from the laſt part than from 


c the firſt. The attention, therefore, which cannot 
be detained by ſuſpenſe, muſt be excited by di- 
« verſity, ſuch as this Poem offers to its reader.“ 
In ſpeaking of Mr. Gray, the Doctor may be ſaid 
to be ſomewhat faſtidious. He remarks that The 
proſpect of Eton College ſuggeſts nothing to GRax, 
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* which every beholder does not equally think and 
feel. His ſupplication to father Thames, to tell 
„him who drives the hoop or tofles the ball, is 
s uſeleſs and puerile. Father Thames has no better 
means of knowing than himſelf.” 

The Doctor is far more favourable in his critique 
on Sir Jox DENRHAu, of whom he ſays, Cooper's 
* Hill“ is the Work that confers upon him the 
rank and dignity of an original author. He ſeems 
* to have been, at leaſt among us, the author of a 
e ſpecies of compoſition that may be denominated 
6 local Poetry, of which the fundamental ſubje& is 
* ſome particular landſcape, to be poetically de- 
& ſcribed, with the addition of ſuch embelliſhments 
6 as may be ſupplied by hiſtorical retroſpection, or 
_& incidental meditation. To trace a new ſcheme of 
« Poetry has in itſelf a very high claim to praiſe, 
“ and its praiſe is yet more when it is apparently 
copied by GarTH and Por; after whoſe names 
c little will be gained by an enumeration of ſmaller 
Poets, that have left ſcarce a corner of the iſland 
“ undignified by rhime, or blank verſe.” 

* This agreeable fertile eminence lies on the ſouth-weſt fide of 
Englefield Green, in the Pariſh of Egham, whence 1s ſeen the 
River Thames, Runny Mead, an ancient Monaſtery at Anker- 
wyke, Windſor Caſtle, and an imperfect view of London. 1 heſe 
ſuggeſt a train of ideas and reflections, et which the Poem is 
compoſed ; and ſurely it was not an uupardonable error to deno- 


minate the piece after the place that commanded the objects of 


his contemplation. 
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WINDSOR FOREST. 


To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE, Loxyv LANSDOWN. 


Non injuſſa cano : te naſtræ, Vare, myrice, 
Te nemus omne canet ; nec Phabo gratior ulla eft, 
Quam ſibi que Vari præſcripſit pagina nomen. 

* VIC. 


HY Foreſt, Windſor! and thy green retreats, 
At once the monarch's and the muſe's ſeats, 
Invite-my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids! | 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
GRAN VII IE commands; your aid, O muſes, bring! g 
What muſe for GRAN vIIIE can refuſe to fing ? 
The groves of Eden vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong : 
Theſe, were my breaft inſpir'd with equal flame, | 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 10 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again ; 


B Not, 
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Not chaos-like together cruſh'd and bruis'd, 

But, as the world, harmoniouſly confus'd : 

Where order in variety we ſee, "26 
And where, though all things differ, all agree, 
Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 

And part admit, and part exclude the day : 

As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs, 

Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 20 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and op'ning glades, 
Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades, 

Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend: 
There wrapt in clouds the bluiſh hills aſcend, 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple ayes, 25 
And, midſt the deſert, fruitful fields ariſe ; 

That crown'd with tufted trees and ſpringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles the ſable waſte adorn. 

Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber or the balmy tree; 30 
While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn, 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 

Though gods aſſembled grace his tow'ring height; 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 335 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe gods appear. 

See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd ; 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamel'd ground; 
Here Ceres” gifts in waving proſpet ſtand, 

And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand ; 40 
| Th N Rich 
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Rich Induſtry ſits ſmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a STUART reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſert, and a gloomy waſte ; | : 
To ſavage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey, 45 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they; 
Who claim'd the ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods; | 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves,. 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſlaves.) 30 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey'd, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain 3. 
The ſwain with tears his fruſtate labour yields, 55, 
And famiſh'd dies amidſt his ripen'd fields. FAD 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubje@ lain, 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign ? 
Both doom'd alike, for ſportive tyrants bled,. 
But while the ſubjett ſtarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 60 
Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began, 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barb'rous name, 
And makes his trembling ſlaves the royal game. 
The fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious ſwains, 65 
From men their cities, and from gods their fanes : 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover d o'er; 
The hollow winds through naked temples roar ; 
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Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd ; 
O'er heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind ; | 70 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, 
And ſavage howlings fill the ſacred quires, 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 
Th? oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; 
Stretched o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 75 
And ſerv d alike his vaſſals and his God. 
Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 
But ſee, the man, whoſe ſpacious regions gave 
A waſte for beaſts, himſelf deny'd a grave! 80 
Stretch'd on the land his ſecond hope ſurvey, 
At once the chaſer, and at once the prey : 
Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the Foreſt like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjes' cries, 85 
Nor ſaw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe ;. 
Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed, 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread ; 
The Foreſt wonder'd at th' unuſual grain, 
And ſecret tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain, go 
Fair Liberty, Britannia's goddeſs, rears 
Her chearful head, and leads the golden years. 

Ye vig'rous ſwains! while youth ferments your 

blood, * 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the l flood, 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 95 
Wind 
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Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net, 
When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, | 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 

Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 104 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey; 
Secure they truſt th' unfaithful field beſet, 

Till hov'ring o'er them ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) | 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 106 
Some thoughtleſs town, with eaſe and plenty bleſt, 
Near, and more near, the cloſing lines inveſt ; 
Sudden they ſeize th* amaz d, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies, 110 
See! from the brake the whirring pheaſant ſprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings: 

Short 1s his joy ; he feels the fiery wound, 

Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 

Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dyes, 118. 
His purple creſt, and ſcarlet circled eyes; 

The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 

His painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold 7 
Nor yet, when moiſt: Arcturus clouds the ſky, 
The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 120 

To plains with well-breath'd'beagles we. repair, 

And trace the mazes of the circling hare : 

(Beaſts, urg'd.by us, their fellow-beaſts purſue, 
| B 3 And 
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And learn of man each other to undo.) 

With ſlaught'ring guns th' unweary'd fowler roves, 
When froſts have whiten'd all the naked groves; 126 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o'erſhade, 
And lovely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade, 

He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 

Strait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen {ky : 1:0 
Oft, as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, 

The clam'rous lapwings feel the leaden death: 

Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 


They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 


In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 1 35 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand: 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork,-and bending reed. 140 
Our plenteous ſtreams a various. race ſupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch with fins of Tyrian dye ; ; 
The ſil ver eel, in ſhining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in ſcales bedropt with gold ; 
Swift trouts, diverſify'd with crimſon ſtains, 145 
And pikes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 

Now Cancer glows with Phœbus' fiery car; 
The youth. ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 
Swarm, o'er. the lands, the Foreſt-walks ſurround, 
Rouſe the fleet hart, and cheer the op'ning hound. 
Th' impatient courſer pants in ev'ry vein, 151 


And, 
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And, pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 
Hills, vales, and floods, appear already croſt, 

And ere he ſtarts, a thouſand ſteps axe loſt. " 
See the bold youth ſtrain up the threat'ning ſteep, 155 


Ruſh through the thickets, down the valleys ſweep, | 


Hang o'er the courſers' heads with eager ſpeed, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 
Th' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin-train ; 160 
Nor envy, Windſor! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a goddeſs, and as chaſte a QUEEN; ba: 
Whoſe care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign, 
The earth's fair light, and empreſs of the main, 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana ſtray'd, 165 
And Cynthus' top forſook for Windſor ſhade ; 
Here was ſhe ſeen o'er airy waſtes to rove, 
Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove ; 
Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 
Her buſkin'd virgins trac'd the dewy lawn, 170 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd ; 
(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 


The muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe ſings ſhall laſt. * 


Scarce could the goddeſs from her nymph be known, 1 
But by the creſcent and the golden zone. 176 


She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; 
A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair; 
A painted quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, . 1 
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And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds, 180 
It chanc'd, as, eager of the chace, the maid. 
Beyond the Foreſt's verdant limits ſtray'd, 
Pan faw and lov'd, and burning with deſire, 
Purſu'd her flight, her flight increas'd his fire, 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 185 
When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid {ky ; 
Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
When thro? the clouds he drives the trembling doves; 
As from the god ſhe flew with furious pace, 
Or as the god, more furious, urg'd the chace. 190 
Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears ; 
Now cloſe behind, his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears ;. 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 
His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun; 
And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 195 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray'd.in vain; 
Ah, Cynthia! ah—though baniſh'd from thy train, 
«Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 201 
«© My native ſhades there weep, and murmur there,” 
She ſaid, and melting as in tears ſhe lay, 
In a ſoft, ſilver ſtream diflolv'd away, 
The ſilver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 205. 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps ;. ; 
Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 
is 5 And 
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And bathes the Foreſt where ſhe rang'd before. 

In her chaſte current oft the goddeſs leaves, 

And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 210 
Oft in her glaſs the mufing ſhepherd ſpies 

The headlong mountains and the downward ſkies, 
The wat'ry landſcape of the pendent woods, 

And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; : 

In the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, $1 j 
And floating Foreſts paint the waves with green, | 
Through the fair ſcene roll flow the ling'ring ſtreams, Fl 
Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Thames, 

© Thou too, great father of the Britiſh floods, q 
With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods; 220 
Where tow'ring oaks their growing honours rear, 
And future navies on thy ſhores appear, 
Not Neptune s ſelf from all her ſtreams receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 


No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 223 
No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring ſo clear; 140 
Nor Po ſo {wells the fabling poet's lays, 5 4 


While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, 
As thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd abodes, * 

To grace the manſion of our earthly gods: 230 
Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhow, . + 
Like the bright beauties on thy banks below ; 1688 
Where Jove, ſubdu'd by mortal paſſion ſtill, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 


Happy 
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Happy the man whom this bright court approves, 
His ſov'reign favours, and his country loves: 236 
Happy next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 
Whom nature charms, and whom the mule inſpires ; 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, 
Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe, 240 
He gathers health from herbs the Foreſt yields, 

And of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields: 
With chemic art exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 

And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs : 

Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high ; 245 
O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye; 

Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 

Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages oer: 

Or wand'ring thoughtful in the filent wood, 

Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, 250 
T' obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 

To follow nature, and regard his end ; 

Or looks on heav'n with more than mortal eyes, 
| Bids his free ſoul expatiate in the ſkies, 

Amid her kindred-ſtars familiar roam, 255 
Survey the region, and confeſs her home ! 

Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd, 

Thus Arricus, an&TxunBULL thus retir'd, 

Ye ſacred nine! that all my ſoul poſſeſs, 

Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 260 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, _. 
The 
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The bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens; 

To Thames's banks, which fragrant breezes fill, 

Or where ye muſes ſport on Coorer's Hill, 

(On CoorEx s HII I eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 265 

Whilelaſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall flow.) 

I ſeem through conſecrated walks to rove, 

I hear ſoft muſic die along the grove: 

Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 

By godlike poets venerable made. 270 

Here his firſt lays majeſtic DEX HAM ſung; 

There the laſt numbers flow'd from CowLzv's tongue. 

O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed, 

When the ſad pomp along his banks was led? 

His drooping ſwains on ev'ry note expire, 275 

And on his willows hung each muſe's lyre. 

Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heav'nly voice, 

No more the Foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ; 

Who now ſhall charm the ſhades, where CowiE v 
ſtrung 4 | | 

His living harp, and lofty Dzxnan ſung ? 280 

But hark ! the groves rejoice, the Foreſt rings! 

Are theſe reviv'd ? or is it GranviLLE fings ? 

*Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 

And call the muſes to their ancient ſeats ; 

To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes ; 285 

To crown the Foreſts with immortal greens; 

Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe, 

And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies ; 1 


To 
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To fing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 

And add new lultre to her ſilver ſtar, 296 
Her noble Suk REX felt the ſacred rage, 

SURREY, the GrAnviLlLe of a former age: 

Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 

Bold ia the liſts, and graceful in the dance: 

In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 293 

To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft deſire : 

Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 

Then fill'd the groves, as heav'nly Mira now. 

Oh, wouldſt thou ſing what heroes Windſor bore, 
What kings fir breath'd upon her winding ſhore; 
Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 301 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains! 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſnining page, 
Stretch his long triumphs down through every age; 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious field, 
The lilies blazing on the regal ſhield : 306 
Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall; — 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 310 

Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 


And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 


Here o'er the Martyr King the marble weeps; _.. 
And, faſt beſide him, once fear'd Edward leeps ; 
Whom not th” extended Albion could contain, 315 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 


The 


E 
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The grave unites; where e' en the great find reſt, 
And blended lie th' oppreſſor and th” oppreſt | 

Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known, 
(Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone,) 320 
Oh, fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed, 


Heav'ns, what new wounds! and how her old have 


bled ! 

She ſaw her ſons with purple Jeath expire, 
Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire; 
A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 
Inglorious triumphs and diſhoneſt ſcars, 
At length great Anna ſaid, —* Let diſcord ceaſe !“ 
She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace ! 

In that bleſs'd moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advanc'd his rev'rend head. 930 
His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 
His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam: 
Grav'd on his urn appear'd the moon, that guides 
His ſwelling waters, and alternate tides; 
The figur'd ſtreams in waves of filver roll'd, 


325 


335 
And on her banks Auguſta roſe in gold, 
Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood, 
Who ſwell with tributary urns his flood ! 
Firſt the fam'd authors of this ancient name, 
The winding Ifis, and the fruitful Thame : 


| 340 
The Kennet ſwift, for ſilver eels renown'd ; | 


The Lodon flow, with verdant alders crown'd ; 


Cole, whoſe dark ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands leave; | 


C : And 
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And chalky Wey, that rolls a mighty wave : 

The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; 345 
The gulfy Lee, his ſedgy treſſes rears ; 

And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 

And ſilent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 

(His ſea-green mantle waving with the wind,) 3350 
The god appear'd; he turn'd his azure eyes 

Where Windſor's domes and pompous turrets riſe; 
Then bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roar, 


And the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore. 


Hail, ſacred Peace! hail long- expected days, 355 
That Thames's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe! : 
Tho! Tiber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 

Tho' foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of gold; 
From heav'n itſelf though ſev'nfold Nilus flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows; ; 360 
Theſe now no more ſhall be the muſe's themes, 


Loſt in my fame, as in the fea their ſtreams, 


Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 

And groves of lances glitter on the Rhane ; 

Let barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train ; 365 
Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign. 

No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh blood 

Red Iber's ſands, or Iſter's foaming flood : 


Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain 


Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 370 


The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 
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Of war or blood, but in the ſylvan chace; 


The trumpet ſleep, while cheerful horns are blown, 


And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 


Behold! th' aſcending villas on my ſide, 375 


project long ſhadows. o'er the cryſtal tide ; - 
Behold ! Auguſta's glitt'ring ſpires increale, 
And temples riſe, the beauteous works of Peace. 
I ſee, I ſee, where two ſair cities bend N 


Their ample bow, a new Whitehall aſcend; 380 | 


There mighty nations ſhall inquire their doom, 
The world's great oracle in times to come ; 
There kings ſhall ſue, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſeen 
Once more to bend before a BaiTisH QUEEN. 


Thy trees, fair Windſor! now ſhall leave their - 
woods, 385 


And half thy Foreſts ruſh into thy wa 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her croſs diſplay, 
To the bright regions of the riſing day; 

Tempt icy-ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole; 
Or under ſouthern ſkies exalt their ſails, 391 
Led by new ſtars; and borne by the ſpicy gales! 
For me the balm ſhall bleed, and amber flow, X 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow ; 


The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, nyt 395 


And Phœbus warm the rip'ning ore to gold. 
The time ſhall come, when free as ſeas or wind 


Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind, 
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Whole nations enter with each ſwelling tide, 

And ſeas but join the regions they divide A 400 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſhalF behold, 

And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old. 
Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall tem the tide, 
And feather'd people croud my wealthy fide; 

And naked youths and painted chiefs admixe 345 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire ! 

Oh, ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from ſhore to ſhore, 


Till conqueſt ceaſe, and ſlav'ry be no more; 


Till the freed Indians in their native groves, 

Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves; 
Peru once more a race of king's behold, 5655 
And other Mexicos be roof'd with gold. 


E xil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 
In bragen bonds, ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell : 


Gigantic Pride, pale Terrour, gloomy Care, 415 
And mad Ambition ſhall attend her there: 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 


Her weapons blunted, and extin her fires : 


There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel: 420 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping furies thirſt for blood in vain, 

Here ceaſe-thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days : 
The thoughts of gods let GAANVIIIE's verſe recite, 
And bring the ſcenes of op'ning fate to light, 426 


, My 
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My humble muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 
Paints the green Foreſts, and the flow'ry plains, 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olive ſpring, | 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing. 430 n 
Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, | j 
Pleas'd in the ſilent ſhade with empty praiſe | 
Enough for me; that to the liſt'ning ſwains, . j 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains, | 


C 3 COOPER'S 


COOPER's HILL. 


— — — 


CFE there are poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the ſtream 

Of Helicon ; we, therefore, may ſuppoſe 

Thoſe made not poets, but the poets thoſe, 

And, as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So, where the muſes and their train reſort, 

Parnaſſus ſtands ; if I can be to thee _ 

A poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 

Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 

By taking wing from thy auſpicious height) 
Through untrac'd ways and airy paths I fly, 

More boundleſs in my fancy than my eye ; 

My eye, which, ſwift as thought, contracts the ſpace 
That lies between, and firſt ſalutes the place, 
Crown'd with that ſacred pile, ſo vaſt, ſo high, 
That, whether 'tis a part of earth, or ſky, 

Uncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 
Aſpiring mountain, or deſcending cloud; 

PauL's, the late theme of ſuch a * muſe whoſe flight 
Has bravely reach'd and ſoar'd above thy height: 
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Now ſhalt thou ſtand, tho' ſword, or time, or fire, 
Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire ; 


. Secure, whilſt thee the beſt of poets ſlings, 
Preſerv'd from ruin by the beſt of kings. 


Under his proud ſurvey the city lies, 


And like a miſt beneath a hill doth riſe ; 


Whoſe ſtate and wealth, the buſineſs and the crowd, 
Seems at this diſtance but a darker cloud : 

And is to him who rightly things eſteems, 

No other in effect than what it ſeems: 

Where, with like haſte, tho' ſev'ral ways, they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone; 

While luxury, and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are each the other's ruin, and increaſe; 

As rivers loſt in ſeas, ſome ſecret vein 

Thence reconveys, there to be loſt again. 

Oh happineſs of ſweet retir'd content ! 

To be at once ſecure, and innocent. 


Windſor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells,. 


Beauty with ſtrength) above the valley ſwells 
Into my eye, and doth itſelf preſent 


With ſuch an eaſy and unforc'd aſcent, 


That no ſtupendous precipice denies 
Acceſs, no horror turns away our eyes: 
But ſuch a riſe as doth at once invite 

A pleaſure, and a reverence from the fight. 


Thy mighty maſter's emblem, in whoſe face 
Sate meekneſs, heightap's with majeſtick grace; 
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Such ſeems thy gentle height, made only proud 
To be the baſis of that pompous load, 

Than which, a nobler weight no mountain bears, 
But Atlas only which ſupports the ſpheres. 


When nature's-hand this ground did thus advance, | 


*Twas guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for ſuch an uſe, as if *twere meant 
T* invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when What we chuſe, 
Folly or blindneſs only cou'd refuſe. 
A crown of ſuch majeſtick tow'rs doth grace 
The gods great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her, yet ſhe cannot boaſt 
Among that num'rous, and celeſtial hoſt, | 
More heroes than can Windſor, nor doth fame's 8 
Immortal book record more noble names. 
Not to look back ſo far, to whom this iſle 
Owes the firſt glory of ſo brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæſar, AlbanaRt, or Brute, 
The Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Knute, 
(Tho' this of old no lefs conteſt did move, 
Than when for Homer's birth ſeven cities ſtrove) _ 


(Like him in birth, thou ſhould'> be like in fame, | | 


As thine his fate, if mine had been his flame) 


But whoſoe'er it was, nature deſign'd * 


Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
Not to_recount thoſe ſev ral kings, to whom 
It gave a cradle, or to whom a tomb; 


But 
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But thee, great Edward, and thy greater Son, | 


(The lilies which his father wore,” he won) 


And thy + Bellona, who the conſort came, 


Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame; 

She to thy triumph led one captive ? king, 

And brought that ſon, which did the ſecond bring. 
Then didſt thou found that order (whether love 

Or victory thy royal thoughts did move) 


Each was a noble cauſe, and nothing leſs” 


Than the deſign, has been the great ſucceſs ; 


Which foreign kings, and emperors eſteem, 
The ſecond honour to their diadem. 


Had thy great deſtiny but giv'n thee {kill 


To know, as well as pow'r to act her will, 

That from thoſe kings, who then thy captives were, 
In after times ſhould ſpring a royal pair. 

Who ſhould poſſeſs all that thy mighty pow'r, 

Or thy defires more mighty, did devour : 

To whom their better fate reſerves whate'er 

The victor hopes for, or the vanquiſh'd fear; 

That blood, which thou and thy great grangſire ſhed, 
And all that fince theſe ſiſter nations bled, | 
Had been unſpilt, and happy Edward known 

That all the blood he ſpilt, had been his own. 
When he that patron choſe, in whom are join'd 


* Edward III. and the Black Prince. 
+ Queen Phillippa, The Kings of France and Scotland. 
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Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd 

Within the azure circle, he did ſeem pb nd 

But to foretell, and propheſy of him, 

Who to his realms that azure round hath join'd, 

Which nature for their bound at firſt deſign'd. 

That bound, which to the world's extreameſt ends, 

Endleſs itſelf, its liquid arms extends. 

Nor doth he need thoſe emblems which we paint, 

But is himſelf the ſoldier and the ſaint. 

Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 

But my fix'd thoughts my wandering eye betrays, 

Viewing a neighb'ring hill, whoſe top of late 

A chapel crown'd, *till in the common fate 

Th' adjoining abbey fell: (may no ſuch ſtorm 

Fall on our times, where ruin muſt reform.) 

Tell me, my muſe, what monſtrous dire offence, 

What crime could any Chriſtian king incenſe 

To ſuch a rage? Was't luxury, or luſt ? 

| Was he ſo temperate, ſo chaſt, ſo juſt ? 

Were theſe their crimes? They were his own much 
more: 5 

But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor, 

Who having ſpent the treaſures of his crown, 

, Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 


And yet this act, to varniſh o'er the ſhame + HE 


Of ſacrilege, muſt bear devotion's name. 
No crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood 
A real, or at leaſt a ſeeming good: 


Who 
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Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 
And free from conſcience, is a ſlave to fame: 
Thus he the church at once prote&s, and ſpoils, 
But princes ſwords are ſharper than their ſtyles ; 
And thus to th' ages paſt he makes amends, 
Their charity deſtroys, their faith defends. 
Then did religion in a lazy cell, 

In empty, airy contemplations dwell ; 

And like'the block, unmoved lay : but ours, 


As much too active, like the ſtork devours. 


Is there no tempꝰ rate region can be known, 
Betwixt their frigid, and our torrid zone? 
Cou'd we not wake from the lethargick dream, - 
But to be reſtleſs in a worſe extream ! 

And for that lethargy was there no cure, 

But to be caſt into a calenture ? 


Can knowledge have no bound, but muſt advance 


So far, to make us wiſh for ignorance ? 

And rather in the dark to grope our way, 

Than led by a falſe guide to err by day ? 

Who ſees theſe diſmal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader fack'd the land ? 


But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 


This deſolation, but a Chriſtian king ; 
When nothing, but the name of zeal, appears 
'Twixt our beſt actions and the worſt of theirs, 
What does he think our ſacrilege wou'd ſpare, 
When ſuch th' effects of our devotions are? 

| l Parting 
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Parting from thence 'twixt anger, ſhame and fear, 

Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near, 

My eye deſcending from the hill, ſurveys 

Where Thames among the wanton vallies ſtrays. 

Thames, the moſt lov'd of all the ocean's ſons 

By his old fire, to his embraces runs; 

Haſting to pay his tribute to the ſea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 

Tho? with thoſe ſtreams he no reſemblance hold, 

Whole foam is amber, and their gravel gold; 

His genuine and leſs guilty wealth t' explore, 

Search not his bottom but ſurvey his ſhore z 

O'er which he kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing, 

And hatches plenty for the enſuing ſpring. | 

Nor then deſtroys it with too fond a ſtay, 

Like mothers which their infants overlay, 

Nor with a ſudden and impetuous wave, 

Like profuſe kings, reſumes the wealth he gave. 

No unexpetted inundations ſpoil 

The mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman's toil 

But god like his unweary'd bounty flows; 

Firſt loves to do, then loves the good he does. 

Nor are his bleſſings to his banks confin'd, 

But free and common, as the ſea or wind ; 

When he to boaſt or to diſperſe his ſtores 

Full of the tributes of his grateful ſhores, 

Viſits the world, and in his flying tow'rs | 

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
| D | Finds 
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Finds wealth where 'tis, beſtows it where it wants, 
Cities in deſarts, woods in cities plants. 
So that to us no thing, no place is ſtrange, 
While his fair boſom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtream 
My great example, as it is my theme ! 
Tho' deep, yet clear; tho' gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o'er- flowing full. 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more ſhall boaſt, 
Whoſe fame in thine, like leſſer current's loſt ; 
Thy nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Jove's abodes, 
| To ſhine among the * ſtars, and bathe the gods. 
Here nature, whether more intent to pleaſe 
Us for herſelf, with ſtrange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no leſs delight 
3 To the wiſe maker's, than beholder's fight, 
4 Tho' theſe delights from ſev'ral cauſes move; 
{ | For ſo our children, thus our friends we love) 
1 Wiſely ſhe knew, the harmony of things, 
A. ,s well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings. 
4 Such was the diſcord, which did firſt diſperſe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerſe; 
| While drineſs moiſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
| All that we have, and that we are, ſubliſts, 
; | While the ſteep horrid roughneſs of the wood 
| trives with the gentle calmneſs of the flood. 
| Such huge extroams when nature doth unite, 


*The Foreſt, 
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Wonder from thence reſults, from thence delight. 
The ſtream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, 
That had the ſelf-enamour'd “ youth gaz'd here, 
So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 

While he the bottom, not his face had ſeen, 
But bis proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his ſhoulders and his ſides 

A ſhady mantle cloaths ; his curled brows 

Frown on the gentle ſtream, which calmly flows 
While winds and ſtorms his lofty forehead beat : 
Tae common fate of all that's high or great, 

Low at his foot a ſpacious plain is plac'd, 

Between the mountain and the ſtream embrac'd : 
Which ſhade and ſhelter from the hill derives, 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives ; ; 
And in the mixture of all theſe appears 

Variety, which all the reſt indears, 

This ſcene had ſome bold Greek, or Britiſh bard 
Beheld of old, what ſtories had we heard 
Of - fairies, ſatires, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames ? 
Tis {till the ſame, altho' their airy ſhape 

All but a quick poetick fight eſcape, 

There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned hoſt reſorts _ 

To graze the ranker mead, that noble herd, 

On whoſe ſublime and ſhady fronts is rear'd 


* Narciſſus, 
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Nature's great maſter-piece; to ſhew how ſoon 
Great things are made, but ſooner are undone 
Here have I ſeen the king, when great affairs 
Gave leave to ſlacken, and unbend his eares, 
Attended to the chace by all the flow'r 


Of youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 


| Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would buy, 


And wiſh a foe that would not only fly, 

The ſtag now conſcious of his fatal growth, 

At once indulgent to his fear and ſloth, 

To ſome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man's eye, nor heav'ns ſhould invade 
His ſoft repoſe; when th* unexpected ſound 

Of dogs and men, his wakeful ear does wound : 
Rouz'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his car, 
Willing to think th' illuſions of his fear | 
Had giv*n this falſe alarm, but ſtreight his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears 1s true. 
Betray'd in all his ſtrengths, the wood beſet ; 

All inſtruments, all arts of ruin met; 

He calls to mind his ſtrength, and then his ſpeed, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head ; 
With theſe t' avoid, with that his fate to meet : 
But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his feet, 

So faſt he flies, that his reviewing eye 


Has loſt the chaſers, and his ear the cry; 


Exulting, till he finds their noble ſenſe +. 
Their diſproportion'd ſpeed doth recompenſe; 
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Then curſes his conſpiring feet, whoſe ſcent 
Betrays that ſafety which their ſwiftneſs lent, 
Then tries his friends; among the baſer herd, 
Where he ſo lately was obey'd and fear'd, 
His ſafety ſeeks : The herd, unkindly wile, 
Or chaſes him from thence, or from him flies, 
Like a declining ſtateſman, left forlorn 
To his friends pity, and purfuers fcorn, 
With ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one 
Of the ſame herd, himſelf the ſame had done, 
Thence to the coverts, and the conſcious groves, 
The ſcenes of his paſt triumphs, and his loves; 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone 
Prince of the ſoil, and all the herd his own ; 
And like a bold knight-errant did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame; 
And taught the woods to eccho to the ſtream 
His dreadful challenge and his claſhing beam. 
Vet faintly now declines the fatal ſtrife ; | 
So much his love was dearer than his life. 
Now ev'ry leaf, and ev'ry moving breath 
Preſents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death, - 
Weary'd, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt * 
All ſafety in defies of ſafety plac'd, | 
Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv'd to bear 
All their aſſaults, fince *tis in vain to fear, 
And now too late he wiſhes for the fight _ 
That ſtrength he waſted in ignoble light : : 
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But when he ſees the eager chaſe renew'd, 
Himſelf by dogs, the dogs by men purſu'd: 
He ſtraight revokes his bold reſolve, and more 


ERepents his courage, than his fear before; 


Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, 

And doubt a greater miſchief than deſpair. 

Then to the ſtream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor ſpeed, nor art avail, he ſhapes his courſe ; 


' Thinks not their rage ſo deſperate to aſſay 


An element more mercileſs than they. 


But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the flood 


Quench their dire thirſt ; alas, they thirſt for blood, 
So tow'rds a ſhip the oar-fin'd gallies ply, 

Which wanting ſea to ride, or wind to fly, 

Stands but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 

Tempt the laſt fury of extream deſpair, 

So fares the ſtag, among th' enraged hounds, 

Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds, 
And as a hero, whom his baſer foes 


In troops ſurround, now thefe aſſails, now thoſe, 


Though prodigal of life, diſdains to die 


By common hands ; but if he can deſcry 


Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his fate, and then contented falls. 
So when the king a mortal ſhaſt lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then glad, to die. 
Proud of the wound, to it reſigns his blood, 
And tains the cryſtal with a purple flood. 
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This a more innocent, and happy chace, 

Than when of old, but in the ſelf-ſame place, 

Fair liberty purſu'd, * and meant a prey 

To lawleſs power, here turn'd, and ſtood at bay. 

When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, _ 

Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt, 

Here was that charter ſeal'd, wherein the crown 

All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down: 

Tyrant and {lave, thoſe names of hate and fear, 

The happier ſtyle of king and ſubject bear: 

Happy, when both to the ſame centre move, 

When kings give liberty, and ſubjeCts love. 

Therefore not long in force this charter ſtood ; 

Wanting that ſeal, it muſt be ſeal'd in blood. 

The ſubjects arm'd, the more their princes gave, 

Th' advantage only took, the more to crave : 

Till kings by giving, give themſelves away, 

And e'en that power, that ſhould deny, betray. 

«© Who gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear reviles, 

% Not thank'd, but ſcorn'd ; nor are they gifts, but 
ſpoils.” 

Thus kings, by graſping more than they could hold, 

Firſt made their ſubjects, by oppreſſion, bold; 

And popular ſway, by forcing kings to give 

More than was fit for ſubje&s to receive, 

Ran to the ſame extreams ; and one exceſs 


Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 


+ Runny Mead, where the Magna Charta was firſt ſealed. 
When 
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When a calm river, rais'd with ſudden rains, 

Or ſnows diſſolv'd, o'erflows th' adjoining plains, 
The huſbandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure, 

Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure. 

But if with bays and dams they ſtrive to force 

His channel to a new, or narrow courſe ; 

No longer then within his banks he dwells, 

Firſt to a torrent, then a deluge ſwells : 

Stronger and fiercer by reſtraint he roars, 

And knows no bound, but makes his pow r his ſhoars, 
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5 * diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the watry glade, 

Where grateful Science {till adores 

Her Hzenxv's * holy ſhade; 

And ye, that from the ſtately brow | 
Of WixpsoR's heights th' expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 

Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His filver-winding way. | 
Ah happy hills, ah pleafing ſhade, 

Ah, fields belov'd in vain, 

Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray'd, 
A ſtranger yet to pain ! | 
I feel the gales, that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliſs beſtow, 

As waving freſh their gladſome wing, 

My weary ſoul they ſeem to ſooth, 


* King Henry VI. Founder of the College, 
And, 
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And, “ redolent of joy and youth, 


Io breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


Say, Father THAuxs , for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprightly race 


o Diſporting on the margent green 


The paths of pleaſure trace, 


Who foremoſt now delight to cleave 


With pliant arm thy glaſſy wave ? 
The captive linnet which enthrall ? 
What idle progeny ſucceed 
To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball ? 

While ſome on carneſt buſineſs bent 
Their murm'ring labours ply | 


*Gainſt graver hours, that bring conſtraint 
To ſweeten liberty: | 


Some bold adventurers diſdain 
The limits of their little reign, 
And unknown regions dare deſcry: 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind.. 
And ſnatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 
Leſs pleaſing when poſſeſt; 
The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 
Theirs buxom health of roſy hue, 


* And bees their honey redolent of ſpring. 
Dryden's Fable on the Pythag. Syſtem. 
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Wild wit, invention ever new, 
And lively chear of vigour born; 
The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th' approach of morn. 
Alas, regardleſs of their doom, 
The little victims play! 
No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to- day. 
Let ſee how all around 'em wait 
The Miniſters of human fate, 
And black misfortune's baleful train, 
Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand 
To ſeize their prey the murd'rous band ! 
Ah, tell them, they are men ! 
Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vulturs of the mind, 
Diſdaiaful anger, pallied fear, 
And ſhame that ſculks behind : 
Or pineing love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or jealouſy with rankling tooth, 
That inly gnaws the ſecret heart, 7 
And envy wan, and faded care, 
Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs deſpair, 
And ſorrow's piercing dart, 
Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter ſcorn a ſacrifice, 
And grinning infamy ; 


The 
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Ihe ſtings of fal hood thoſe ſhall try, 


And hard unkindneſs' alter'd eye, D 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow; 
And keen remorſe with blood defil'd, 
And moody madneſs * laughing wild 
Amid ſevereſt woe. 
Lo, in the vale of years bencath 
A grieſly troop are ſeen, 


The painful family of death, 
More hideous than their Queen : 


This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
That every labouring finew ſtrflins, 
Thoſe in the deeper vital rage: 
Lo, poverty, to fill the band, 
That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 
And ſlow - conſuming age. 
To each his ſuff rings: all are men, 

Condemn'd alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Vet ah! why ſhould they know kheir fate ? 
Since ſorrow never comes too late, 


| And happineſs too ſwiftly flies, 


Thought would deftroy their paradiſe. 
No more; where ignorance is bliſs, 


Tis RE to be wiſe, 


-—» Madneſs laughing in his irefu mood. 
Dryden's Fable of Palamon and Arcite. 
8 4 


THE END, 


